Here’s a Story Based on a Subject of Wide
Human Appeal and Containing

a Horrifying Climax

The Case of Dr. Johnstone

By BURTON PETER THOM

ert Belmore Johnstove.
‘With one or two exceptions, ull of

IHAVE Jjust read of the death of Rob-

sional brethren, and not all of them, they
have been long forgotten.
So it is with Joh Th d:

und the wealth of Mlggumons that he
was .nl\\un ready to gm.- freely, made
with him of immense value

dailies printed
oi his life and work. Many of the medi-
cal journals will also doubtless vontain
editorial obituarics as they appear with-
in the next few weeks,

For, as is well known, Dr.

ber him now because of personal
contact ; but many thousands never heard
of him, and fifty years hence his name
and his achievements in solving some of
the abstruse problems of pathology, his

was one of the foremost physicians in the
English speaking world before he was
overtaken by the horrible misfortune at
the height of his career. That he was
great in the science of medicine, one of
the greatest of researchers and investi-
gators, the peer of Magendie, Bernard, or
Virchow is true. That he was a noble
men, a8 we understand that word to
mean a high and gracious soul, is also
true. I, who knew him better perhaps
than anyone clse can testify to that.

But that he suddenly became insane
gix years ago and that he died a few
days ago is pot true. Dr, Johnstone was
the sanest man I ever knew, and when
he was declared insane he wos already
dead.

To the reader and to those who knew
him this statement is both a paradox and
a mystery. Yet nevertheless it is true.
The solution to this paradox and mystery
I alone know. The time has now come,
I believe, when it should be told. The
facts as they occurred I shall set down
bere in the form of a story because I
believe they will find more credence than
if they were embodied in a monograph
and read before a medical society or a
society for psychical research.

It is difficult to begin, however, be-
cause I have no experience in writing fie-
tion, which is the mode whereby this nar-
rative is told. Also, for that reason, I
am obliged to divest the telling of all
scientific terms which appeals to me very
much like writing about some disease in
the form of a novel.

TEE fame of the physician is not
wide; por does it last. Who re-
members the famous physicians of a hun-
dred years augo—Laennec, Cooper, Aber-
nethy, Rush? Except to their profes-

in
the learned few, mean almost less than
nothing.

Yet, during the years of his activity,
he did much work that will lest. But of
his greatest victory that ended in—no,
1 will not say defeat, for defeat means
failure and he did not fail—I will tell
so that if in the future, that which he
proved, is proved again, the credit of it
—the glory of it—will go to him.

It was while I was an interne at the
Neurological Hospital that I became ac-
quainted with Dr. Johnstone. He was
chief of the visiting staff and he had a
room fitted up as a laboratory where he
did his experimental and research work.
Because of his position at the hospital
the internes were told off from time to
time to assist him, Since my tendencies
were, and still are I may say, all directed
toward the experimental and research
side of medicine rather than the prac-
tical or clinical side, I perhaps showed
more enthusiasm than the other interne
assistants and this common bond of in-
terest soon made us very good friends.

‘When my interneship at the hospital
expired and I started out to practice for
myself I continued to act as his assistant.
It was through his influence that a year
later 1 gave up private practice alto-
gother and devoted myself exclusively
to research, when I was appointed a re-
seerch fellow in pathology at the Stone-
man Ingti a whole timre i
which I still hold.

My duties there made it impossible for
me to work with him as I had formerly,
but while I was now doing research in-
dependently, I never failed to take the
opportunity to work with my teacher
(for so I regarded him) whenever the
chance came. His vast knowledge and
keen insight into the vagaries of disease

hes in physiology, will, except to

to me in my own investigations. You
can therefore readily understand my re-
gard for hm, not only us a scientist but
a8 a man.

Unlike many men of high scientific at-
tainments, whose lives are spent in the
pursuit of knowledge, Dr. Johnstone was
not a pedant. Nor was he a stark ma-
terialist as many of his calling often are.
It seemed to me that his mind was so
fine and subtle, so penetrative that he
could see with the eyes of the spirit
things which were denied to those who
boasted of their materialism. For I have
often noted that those who are steeped
in science to the exclusion of all else not
infrequently miss the true cause of

ings.

It could be truly said that Dr. John-
stone was the most eminent physiologist
of his time; for none had delved more
deeply into the mechanism of life; yet,
unlike some that I can name, he did not
believe that the life of an individual—
man or beast—was simply the sum of his
endocrine reactions. To him life was in-
finitely more than a chemical reaction.
He believed that every living creature
had a soul, a spirit, 2 pneuma as the old
Greeks called it, that motivated its phys-
ical structure and was as much a part
of it as the tissne planes of which its
body was composed.

I am aware, and doubtless Dr. John-
stope was also aware, that the Theoso-
phists and other more ancient cults hold
to this belief, but I do not wish to infer
that Dr. Johnstone was a mystic or given
over to occultism as many who believe as
he did arc very prone to be. He saw it
only through the cold light of reason.
For when reason illuminates the spirit
us well ag the intellect it shows many
things which others cannot see.

Researchers in medicine rarely dis-
cuss these things. Some deny with ve-
hemence that the soul exists; to others—
and they are the majority—it is a mat-
ter of indifference. But Johnstone was
not of this number, The subject inter-
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ested him. I am quite confident that it
had interested him for many years. Per-
sonally, I must confess, the existence or
non-existence of the soul in man never
appealed to me as a subject for scientific
discussion or research.

As to animals having souls; it never
entered my mind. I recall our first con-
versation on the subject—these words
especially :

“‘Those who do not believe the soul ex-
ists are not in a position to explain the
phenomena of life. ‘Jc pense donc Je
suis’—I think, thercfore 1 am.’” The
Frenchman was right, I am what I am,
no matter in what corporate or incorpor-
ate existence my ego may be. The spirit
is as indestructible as energy.”’

It was shortly after this that I be-
lieve he began his strange experiments;
although he did not take me into his con-
fidence in these. I cannot, therefore,
state anything as to their nature, al-
though I am quite sure that they were
not along the lines usually taken by
psychic researchers. From my knowl-
edge of his way of thinking, I am confi-
dent that his approach was from the
physiologic or biologic point of view.

Tt was about the middle of June, or
thereabouts, in 1916 that he called me
on the telephone and asked me to spend
the week-end at his country home on the
North Shore.

“I want you to help me in an experi-
ment that will open your eyes,’’ was the
reason he gave for the invitation,

1t is ncedless to state that I accepted
with alacrity. I was ‘‘fed up’’ with
work, and a three days rest at his de-
lightful home on the Sound was very ap-
pealing to me. As those who knew him
ure aware, Dr. Johnstone had no office
in the city. His private practice was
entirely as u consultant, and such cases
as were referred to him by other physi-
cians he saw in a room sct aside for that
purposc at the hospital. Not infrequent-
ly he was called in consultation out of
the city. From June to October he spent
his weck-ends at his country home,

I found him waiting for me at the sta-
tion, and as we went spinning along the
pleasant country road in his high-pow-
ered roadster, which he had just pur-
chased, our conversation was on the mer-
its of his new car rather than on phys-
iologic experiments. It was not until
after an excellent dinner and we had lit
our pipes on the porch that he told me
of the nature of the experiment he in-
tended to perform.

“‘ As you perhaps know,’’ he began, ‘I
have been engaged for some time in re-
search to prove the existence of the soul
or personal identity. You are the only
one who is acquainted with my efforts
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in that direction. It is needless for me
to say, as you very well know, that if T
bad made my experiments public, my
scientific friends, with hardly an excep-
tion, would have made of me a laugh-
ing stock.

“‘For that reason, except to you, who
I kmow do not donbt my sanity, I have
kept my work a secret. Hitherto, as in
all research having to do with life and
its functions, in health or disease, I have
experimented with animals. I bave now
reached that stage where a human sub-
Jeet is necessary. I therefore propose to
experiment on myself, or, rather, it is
necessary for myself to form part of the
experiment. That is why I have sent
for you. Not only that you, who in a
sense I look upon as my pupil, may wit-
ness the physical demonstration of the
existence of the ego outside of its original
‘habitat, but also because I will require
your assistance in what I propose to
prove. It will mean that you will also
participate in the fame which the proof
will bring.”’

The technicalities of his proposed ex-
periment he did not reveal; and as he
did not seem to care to discuss them I
turned the subject. The fact of the mat-
ter was that neither of us cared to talk
“‘shop,’’ and as the coming experiment
was certainly included in that category
we talked of other things,

I have often thought of that evening
since. How little did either of us realize
what was going to happen.

“‘Sleep as late as yon please,”’ were
the parting words of my host before we
‘went to bed.

If T were writing fiction it would now
be in order, I suppose, to digress and
tell how I was filled with vague fears of
the morrow; how strange, weird noises
or other happenings were heard or seen
in the watches of the night, that would
help to build the structure of the cul-
minating horror. But nothing like that
oceurred.

There was no reason for it. A won-
derful, far-reaching, perhaps out of the
ordinary, scientific experiment was to be
performed. Such are being done every
day. To the scientist they are no more
than a part of the day’s work. The sci-
entific demonstration of the soul or  per-
sonal identity by means of &

who feel, but do not think. But I have
often thought of why Dr. Johnstone'’s
great experiment had the outcome that
it did. I can hardly bring myself to be-
lieve that the most important part of all
should have been overlooked or provided
against. For I never knew whether this
was an oversight or just plain accident.

Perhaps they are right who say that
there are some things which we cannot
or rather, ought not to know, and that
there is some Power, call it what you will,
that says, ‘‘So far shalt thou go and no
farther.”

I do not know. Iu a way, the experi-
ment failed; failed horribly; yet, Dr.
Johnstone proved that the soul exists,
that there is spirit as well as matter,
proved it in a way that I, at least, could
not possibly deny. Therefore, instead of
saying that he failed, I shall say that he
perished, for a man may perish and yet
not fail.

1 was awakened in the morning by the
birds chirping in the trees. After break-
fast, which, I remember, was a very
cheerful meal, we went out on the porch.
and had a smoke,

“I think we had better go upstairs
now,”’ said Johnstone, when we bad fin-
ished our pipes. ‘‘I want to be through
by twelve, s0 that I can beat you on the
links this afternoon.”

‘““We’ll see about that,” I replied,
langhing.

The laboratory was on the top floor
and ran the whole length of the house.
I had never been in it before, but I could
see at a glance that it was very complete-
ly equipped. In the center of the room
‘were two glass operating tables, and on
one of them, covered by a sheet was what
appeared to be a human form, either of
a child or a rather short mun or womsn.
The rhythmic risc and fall of the sheet
showed that it was alive.

1 raised the sheet and saw a full grown
orang asleep, evidently under the in-
fluence of some narcotic.

““He’s one part of the experiment,’
said Johnstone smiling, ‘‘and I'm the
other.”

T did not reply, and I did not return
the smile. For some reason, I do not
know why, I experienced a feeling of re-
valsion, To experiment with animals is
to me very 3 80 too, within

reasoned and rationally worked out ex-
periment, while fraught vntl\ intense in-
terest, need not be

certain limits, are experiments on human
beings. I am not squeamish and I am
not I, but this—

The investigations of Lodge, of kae«,
of Rochas, nnd—most recent ot all—
d to

“‘Do you intend to transfer your intel-
hge.nee into the body of this ape and have

Richet, when subj an-
alysis are not ghostly or uncanny.
Science has no place for phenomena
that reason cannot fathom. Such do not
exist except in the imagination of those

h it is—pass into yours?’’ 1
asked.

““That is just what I intend to do,”’
he replied. “‘If I can do that by physical
means I will have proved not only that



the soul exists, but that it exists also as
a tangible entity.””

T said no more; for, nfter dl why
should I¢ The
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seribed by the great father of medicine
long ago.
It was as if the vital organs—the heart

ly proper. The phenomena of uleplthy,
apparitions of the living and dead, mes-
sages from discarnate intelligences are
being constantly investigated; why
should not a scientist of the first class
investigate this profound and vital prob-
lem, the enigma of enigmu, from the
standpoint of those sciences which have
most to do with the manifestations of | life

andl longer fu d and the
glow of life was gone, This phase lasted
exactly one minute and twenty-two seec-
onds, for I timed it with my watch. Then
the heart of each began to beat again:
slowly and feebly at first, but the force
and number of the beats increased with
each passing second.

’l‘hey began to bmthe. They lived;
For awhile they

and duth—bxology and logy ¥
An i tion carried to & success-

tul issue along these lines would do more

to convince the skeptical than any

seemed to sleep; to sleep with that pro-
foundness that is observed only in chil-
dren or the aged, or in those who are
utterly exh d by physical exertion.

amount of the 8o called ‘‘evidence’” off-
ered by spiritualistic investigators.

‘We proceeded at once with the work
in hand, At Dr. Johnstone's direction,
I shaved the nape of the animal’s neck
and also a tonsure-shaped area on the
top of the head. I then adjusted a cap-
shaped electrode that was held in place
by tapes tied firmly under the chin. It
was not necessary to shave the man, as
he was sufficiently bald to allow a simi-
lar electrode to be fitted without the hair
interfering with the contact.

He then had me fasten his legs and
arms with leather straps attached to the
table on which he lay; the beast was not
restrained. I then connected the two
elestrodes by means of & non-insulated
wire of some metallic substance having
a peculiar lnminous lustre—radio active
I wonld say—and very cold to the touch.

T also attached to the posts of the bat-
tery two longer wires of the same ma-
terial, one each from the two electrodes,
thus completing the circuit. The bat-
tery, if I may call it such, for T do not
know whether it generated electricity or
some other force, I cannot describe, be-
cause the units of which it was composed
were encased in a wooden box. It was
placed on a small stand between the two
glass-topped tables on which the man and
beast reclined.

“All get!’” I exclaimed.

“Turn on the switch.”

I did so. There was a slight erack-
ling noise, not unlike that made by a
D’Arsonval current, and instantly both
bodies became rigid. The respiratory
movements ceased, as well as the apex
beat of the heart. The eyes remained
open and stony and staring, with the
pupils widely dilated. On the face of
the man and on that of the beast there
seemed to come the change of death.
Their features became pinched and sank
in, the lips livid and drawn tight over
the teeth. Theirs was the facies Hippo-
cratica, the sure harbinger of death, de-

This second phase lasted for a few gee-
onds less than five minutes.

Then came another change. A change
that was subtle and terrible to see. It
was ag if life was coming back, but in
each it was a different life and this dif-
{ference was indelibly stamped upon their
features. The countenance of the ape
shone with a light that was new and
strange ; the countenance of the man was
transformed by a look that was not hu-
man, I wes awed; for what I saw was
stranger far than anything I had ever
beheld.

The ape turned his eyes toward me.
The cavernous mouth opened, the black
snout grimaced, in husky, guttural tones
came the words, ‘‘Where am 11"’

I did not answer; I simply aured nt
him. The beast sat up and h

N SILENCE we stood and watched
the bestial thing, and it came home
to me how much the body reflects the
soul within. Round and round the room
it ran; peering, muttering, fingering,
smelling. Suddenly it approached and
stopped at the table where the battery
stood.

‘With a ery of alarm, the one at my
side leaped forward to drive it away.
But it was too late, As the beast leaped,
the man swept the apparatus to the floor.
It fell with a crash. From the broken
jars a fuming, greenish vapor arose that
filled the room with a pungent, acrid
odor. The wires gave off faint, red
lights and turned to white, ashlike
st

The ape gripped him. The man yelled
and bit and struggled. The body of
Johnstone was that of 8 powerful man
in the prime of life and he put up a
fierce fight. Over and over they rolled,
upsetting chairs and tables, now the man,
now the beast, on top. Slowly but sare-
ly, the animal strength overcame that of
the human. The man was down and the
beast was on top.

In vain the man's fists beat the broad,
black face and tore at the hairy chest.
The short, thick fingers clutched hix
throat tighter and tighter, his face
turned blue and his tongue stuck out to
a sickening length, and his eyes seemed
as if they were bursting from their sock-
ets.

I wnwhed the fearful struggle without

to i because it was

arms, and then clamb: ’mtheﬂoar

and shambled toward me. I stepped
back—1I could not help it.

“‘Don’t be afraid. It’s only I—John-
stone.”” The wrinkled face broke into a
hideous smile. ‘‘Help me to unloose the
other.””

The man by this time was tugging at
the straps in an endeavor to get free.
As I unbuckled the strap that held his
shoulders down, he tried to bite me.

““Stop that!" croaked the ape, and he
struck the man a sharp blow in the face.
He cowered from the blow and made an
angry grimace, and when the leg straps
were unloosed sprang to the floor with
& wild yell and began capering about the
room with body bent and hanging arms
—like an ape. If it were mot horrible,
it would have seemed grotesque, but as
it was it sickened me,

The beast clutched me by the arm, and
in & voice that trembled with emotion,
hoarse and raucous though it was, said,
*‘See! his soul is in my body and my
soul i8 in his body. I have proved that
the soul exists—that there is an ego in
all living things.””

ible to do so. It was not like a
ﬁght between man and man but a fight
between two beasts, I was fascinated
by it, but when I realized that the man
was dying—that the beast was choking
him to death, I came to myself.

““Stop it! for God's sake stop it!’’ I
cried, ‘“You're killing him—you’re kill-
ing yourself!”’ and 1 grasped the ape
:z_the shoulder and tried to pull him

“‘Let go of him!”’ He understood and
relaxed his hold and stood up. The man
still breathed feebly.

““What is the matter with yout’ I
asked with heat. ‘‘If you kill him, how
ean you return to your own body?1”’

The ape turned and looked at me.

““Yes,”” he groaned, ‘‘I know; but he
has broken the bridge over which we
must pass to enter into our own.”

““What!”” I cried. “‘Do you mean to
tell me that you can’t go back? Can’t
the apparatus be repaired? We can
keep this,”” and I pointed to the prostrate
form on the floor, ‘‘locked up until I ean
get what you need.’’

(Continued on page 90)
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(Cowtinued from page 25)

“It can’t be done,”’ he whispered.
“‘Neither the apparatus or the elements
of which it is composed can be replaced.
I’ll not go into details, but it can’t be
done, '’

1 groaned,

Then we talked a while, The conver
sation I shall not record. It waa purely
personel and had to do with matters that
he wished me to attend to. Finally he
said:

*‘Thanks, old man, and good-by '’ and
he extended a hairy paw, ‘‘I am going
now to aolve another riddle,”’ and he
stole out of the fateful room, leaving me
alone with his body and—the ape.

HE next day, in several New York
papers, the following news item ap-
peared,

‘“Monkey Scares Automobilists

““While R, J. Farley was riding
with Mrs. Farley and Mr, and Mras,
B. M. Greene on the North Shore
road yesterday, they almost ran over
a large monkey or ape that sudden-
ly appeared in front of their car.
Mr. Farley states that the animal
acted as if it wanted to be run over.
Mr. Farley stopped his car just in
time, and the animal ran off. It was
probably the same monkey that was
later found drowned in the lake on
the estate of G. L. Hirt, a Wall
street broker.”’

Several days after thia item appeared
two eminent alienlsts committed Dr. Rob-
ert Belmore Johnstone to an asylum for
the insane. Both of these gentlemen
knew him, and after they had signed the
commitment papers, onc of them, a large
gentleman who always spoke in a large
way, remarked to me, ‘‘A very peculiar
case, Dootor!—a very peculiar case. I
really cannot understand it, Even if
the psyehosis has been of sudden develap-
ment, it is moat hizarre and entirely dif-
ferent from any that I have ever seen.
It would seem as if the man’s brain had
been changed into that of a beast—a
simian, I would say.’’

T held my peace. He never knew how
close to the truth he came.

Now, when I hear, as I heard only the
other day, that the soul, the individual-
ity, is nothing more than the sum of the
reactiona of the ductleea glands—that the
ego can be resolved intp a chemical for-
mula, I turn away; for I know differ-
ently,
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